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crossing the River, they came at last to the Heavenly
City, and " all the Bells in the City Rang for joy." It
was Hopeful who had fallen with Christian into the
hands of Giant Despair.

" Now there was not far from the place where they
lay, a Castle called Doubting Castle, the owner whereof
was Giant Despair, and it was in his grounds they now
were sleeping ; wherefore he getting up in the morning
early, and walking up and down in his Fields, caught
Christian and Hopeful asleep in his grounds. Then
with a grim and surly voice he bid them awake, and
asked them whence they were, and what they did in
his grounds ? They told him, they were Pilgrims, and
that they had lost their way. Then said the Giant,
""You have this night trespassed on me, by trampling in,
and lying on. my grounds, and therefore you must go
along with me. So they were forced to go, because he
was stronger than they."

It is a far cry from the simplicity and directness of
Bunyan to the intricate rhythms of Urn Burial: yet
both owe their inspiration to the English Bible.
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